40                                           The Sunny Hours
Pi Boon looked surprised.
"Ah Kien expelled his tenant this morning."
"But he was there," said Kirn Huat, "he ran
up to me as I left the house. I was carrying the
empty tins. I pushed him away,"
"What's this?" Ah Kien exclaimed sharply,
"I turned out my tenant this morning. She left
quietly."
Kim Huat threw down his wooden spoon, " She!
.. .but the white-haired man ? "
"Ah Kien's tenant was an old woman," Pi Boon
shouted.
"Tchk !" cried Ah Kien.   "This is impossible."
"We will go quickly," said Pi Boon,
They rose hurriedly and left the restaurant.
When they reached the alley in which Ah Kien's
house stood they found it densely crowded. In the
distance, above the heads of the chattering throng,
they could see clouds of dark smoke trailing across
the roofs. Two fire-engines stood at the corner.
Stealthily Pi Boon led the way through the jostling
mass of inquisitive humanity, keeping a wary eye
on the groups of diminutive khaki-clad Siamese
police-men. Sometimes a big, pot-bellied country-
man obstructed his way until Pi Boon boomed at
him angrily, pointing to Ah Kien the bereaved
house owner.
They made slow progress through the crowd,
until at last Kim Huat could see the fruit of his
labours. The house was a charred mass of debris;
the top floor was gone; the roof had fallen in.
There was a cauldron of flame visible* He had